JIM ; They're very often the worst to deal with,

MABEL : This grass is a bit dampy Jim.

JIM : Well, then, you get up off it,

MABEL : Well, then, you do too !

JIM : Go on, dear*

MABEL : I shan't unless you do.

JIM : Look. Here he comes.

MABEL : Who ?

JIM :   The   ticket-collector.   They   don't   miss

much* -

MABEL : We needn't pay. We're sitting on the

grass.

JIM : You're a crook3 that's what you are. (He

pulls out some money*}

MABEL : You're a fooL

JIM : I'm a penny short. He'll have to change

half a crown,

MABEL (taking her bag) : Here5 I've got a penny.

You don't want to change half a crown.

JIM : Thanks.

[An ancient TICKET-COLLECTOR comes on from
down L.

Here you are. We've been sitting on the chairs.
(Handing money.)
TiCKET-C. : Thank you, sir.
MABEL : Did you see us sitting on the chairs ?
TiCKET-C. : Oh, yes> I saw you.
JIM : Of course you did. My wife wanted to do
you out of fourpence.
TiGKET-C. : You didn't, did you, lady ?
MABEL : Didn't want to do you. Wanted to do
the Government.
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